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"I told you NEVER to do that again!" John growls, shoving Roger ahead of him into cramped dressing room then 
slamming the door closed behind them. "And you PROMISED you wouldn't, so who the FUCK do you think you 


are to go messing about with MY volume?" 


"You'd better not push me, Ox." Daltrey squares his shoulders and balls his fists. "I'm SICK of being pushed 
around. | have a RIGHT to be heard, y'know, and between you and Pete tryin’ to blast over Keith pounding down 
the whole WORLD, | can't hear myself THINK, much less sing." 


John scoffs snidely "Whatve YOU got to think about that's so bloody important?" Stepping deliberately into 
Roger's reach, hoping the little pissant dares take a swing, he carries on in uncharacteristic condescension, 
gratified to note Daltrey lowers his fists and backs away in the face of righteous indignation "YOU don't do jack 


shit for us except parade around with your greased-up titties out" 


"At least I've GOT a sexy chest!" Roger rips. "Keith's ugly, Pete's bony and you're fat. SOMEBODY has to lather 
up the ladies, y'know." 


"Keith has a WAY prettier face than yours!" John insists. "He's stuck at the back, though, so nobody can see 
it” 


"Well, YOU would say so.." Daltrey sneers "since you KISS it. "stuck in the back. is too RIGHT. The backSIDE!" 


Not even Pete has dared to outright proclaim how obvious it is The Ox and The Loon are such close friends. 
Now that it's uttered, John sees no real reason to either deny or detail. "What's that got to do with you 
BREAKING YOUR PROMISE?" He advances as Roger retreats, both backing directly up against a wall as John 
cuts off possible retreat. "I've noticed you don't screw with PETE'S knobs anymore. What the fuck did HE do to 
you? What do AYE have to do to prove I'm just as dangerous? | fucking HATE that you won't take me 


seriously!" 


Real fear wakes Roger up to perilous possibility as their height discrepancy is made palpable by looming leer 
and heavy hands bracing above his shoulders.. not touching, but more threatening than he'd previously thought 
possible. "I'm sorry, John. Really. You're way scarier than Pete right now, and | KNOW you're stronger than him 
all the time." Disarming flattery precedes beseech. "Please let me go, now, okay?" 


"No, | don't think so." John leans down to probe Roger's gaze, remaining on guard for potential head-butt 
although doubting Daltrey'd dare. He shocks himself to find one rough, rude hand shoved down between Roger's 
legs. "How about | twiddle YOUR knob?" 


Roger had not even noticed until this moment that he's grown hard.. just increased pulse and strange situation, 


not excitement.. and now is terrified to feel John squeezing his unexpected erection 


"Now | get it." Entwistle simultaneously mocks and fondles. "You LIKE this. You wind us up because you're 
secretly hoping to be put in your place, yeah?" Feeling his own prick thickening at torrid thoughts, he's not 
sure exactly where he wants to take this but is getting off on being in control. "Fucking TELL me what Pete did 
To you." 


"He made me scream." Roger admits, trying not to tremble beneath fierce fingers and brave gaze "for 


hours." 


"Yeah, | just BET he did" Pressing forefinger deliberately against the seam of Roger's jeans, John thrills to feel 
pulsating pushback. "Was he touching you like this?" 


"He didn't touch me at all.. but | was scared he was gonna kill me. He made me go in his little booth..y'know, The 


Cube..then told me to scream for my life.. while he recorded." 


"How did he MAKE you if he didn't even TOUCH you?" John really wants to know. 


"Jesus, John." Roger has broken into a nervous sheen of sweat. "YOU know how he can be. Those eyes.. that 


voice.. | was scared of what he MIGHT do." 


"But you WANTED it, didn't you?" Breath growing ragged as fervent fingers fumble flies, John realizes he's 
never taken a close look at Roger's cock before.. not too long, but nicely shaped.perfectly paralleling his body 
type. "Just like you want it now. You're TRYING to get one of us to fuck you..does it even MATTER which one.. 
maybe both?" 


Roger whispers ".no..", but slight sigh of protest morphs into moan of pleasure as John begins jerking him off 


in earnest. 


"So, Pete could make you obey... well, so can |. You did what HE wanted just because he CAN hurt you? Does he 
ever make you feel GOOD?" John sinks to his knees to get a better look, and is pleased to discover Roger 
smells much cleaner than Keith usually does. He suddenly needs to know how taste will compare, and leans in to 
learn, looking lasciviously upward to lay lewd law. "Pete made you scream. | say no sound AT ALL. If you hold 
still and shut up, there's nothing to fear." 


Daltrey has never experienced being blown by somebody who's angry at him. Sharp tongue and teeth wrapped 
around tender flesh frightens, yet warm, wet friction tantalizes as he cannot help but wonder whether John is 
aware he's also experienced this from Keith. Little Loon had played it cutely coy, but The Ox is obviously out 
for strikingly swift stimulation.. and knows what he's doing. John takes it to the root without hitch or gag... 


neither teasing nor toying..forcing Roger to consider what such salacious situation might be like with Pete. 


Nestling his nose against surprisingly soft blond curls.. such a contrast to Keith's coarse thatch..John perceives 
Pete's phantom presence while wrapping his tongue around Roger's dick, unexpectedly thrilling to realize that 
this can be a SECRET. Neither he nor Roger will talk, and Pete has already sniffed for potential..found 
nothing..now no longer believes it likely. Even Keith won't guess.. if neither man behaves suspiciously, afterward, 


which neither is inclined to do. 


Roger guesses John must want a mouthful, since he's begun to gently pump his hips and has taken hold of the 
big bassist's broad shoulders, clearly indicating his mounting urgency although forbidden from articulating it. 
Sucking cheeks between molars, Daltrey bites down upon his own flesh, uttering no noise save sharp nasal 
exhalation, worriedly wondering while eagerly ejaculating what may.. come.. of this, fear of aftermath dousing 


afterglow. 


Triumphant, John tastes victory.. again, cleaner than Keith, if not as erotically enticing.. considering that his 
kneeling posture places him in strangely superior vantage. It's obvious Roger didn't want this.. and feels weird 
about how much he enjoyed it. John would be willing to do it again, if bluff were called, so is able to stand and 


speak with sterling conviction while watching Roger quiver against the wall with trousers around his ankles. 


"Touch my knobs again, or even TELL me to turn it down.in public or private.. and I'll take it as our litte signal 
you want THIS to happen. Maybe MORE, yeah?" He bumps denim-constrained erection against Roger's bare 
body, not quite sure whether to feel gratified or insulted by resulting flinch. 


Daltrey decidedly does not want it to happen again.. but is kind of glad it happened once, if only to serve as 
something Pete will never know.. and has learned his lesson. John might not be a Monster, yet is certainly a 


Beast worthy of dictating his own volume and fighting his own battles. 


